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A Dialogue between Mr. Stingy and 


Mr. Freeman. 


Stingy. RLefs me, Neighbour Freeman ! what 
do you intend to do with all thofe 
Provifions which were brought into your 
Houfe this Morning ? Sure you defign to Feaft 
my Lord Mayor, and the Twelve Compa- 
mies thefe Chri/fmas-Holidays, or elfe I fhould 
think it impoffible you fhould devour one 
half before the Maggots will be ready to run 
away with the other? 

Freeman. Was 1 to take your way of L1- 
ving for an Example, Neighbour, 1 do not 
know but the Rats and the Mice might come 
in for a greater Share than my Family ; but 
E always love at this time of the Year, 
to give a plentiful Entertainment , and a 
hearty Welcome to all my poor Relations 
and Acquaintance, and not fteal out of 
Town with my Wife, as you do, to keep 
my Chrifmas at a Countrey Friend’s, to 
{ave Charges at home, and couzen the Poor Bell- 
man and the Waits, as well as Drawers and 
Cook-wenches, out of their Box-moncy. 

St. Fye, fye, Neighbour Freeman, 1 would 
have you to know I fcorn your Thoughts of 
me, it beinga time of Leifure, I only make 
a Step out of Town for my Health's fake ; 
but indeed, as for Box-money, I think it 
avery idle, old, Pagan Cuftom, that ought 
mot to be follow’d in a Chriftian Country. 
fam fure no Body can fay, if they do me 
sige that Tam a Niggard in my Family ; 
or I thank God, we have hot Victuals once 
in a Day, and [I think that is fufhcient for 
a | Body. my 

r. Yes, yes; I know you have, but it ts 
not a Fortnight fince your Wife, your felf, 
your two Prentices, and the Maid, had no 
more than a Penny-worth of fry’d Sprats for 
Dinner ; and becaufe one of your ’Prentices 
grumbled at his {hort Commons, you gave 
hima bit of Bread and Cheefe (which wasthe 
Remains of your own Breakfaft) out of your 
Coat Pocket, and fwore you believ’d he had 

ot the Devil in his Guts; yet the Boy glad- 
i accepted of your Kindnefs and {wallow'd it 

own without chewing, like a Cormo- 
rant. 

St. As I Live and Breath, Neighbour, the 
very firft part of this malicious Story, 1s an 
arrant Falfity ; for we had a whole Quartern 
of Sprats, that coft me two Pence, and the 
were as delicate, fine , large, lovely , frefh 
Fith, as a reafonable Man would defire to 
make a Meal on. 


_ Fr. Upon my Word, Neighbour, I am hear= 

tily forry a Man of your Subitance thould 
fuer your miferly Difpofition to bring you 
under fueh a parcel of icandalous Reflections, 
as are thrown upon you ih the Neighbour- 
hood ; and that you may the better know 
your felf, 1 will prefent you with the Cha- 
racter, which [ think the World has very 
defervedly fix'd upon you. 

You are an old Money-loving Curmud- 
geon, that has fav'd more Pence out of poor 
Mens Labour, than would build an Hofpital, 
and have cheated the Guts of your Family 
out of more Provilions in your time, than 
would Victual a large Smp for an ZJndia 
Voyage7: Your Money is moft of it bafely 
got, or unworthily fav’d; and as you never 
had Confcience enough to gain any of it ho- 
neftly, fo you had never Generojity enough 
to fpend any of it handiomly. You never 
Eat a hearty Meal fince you kept Houfe, but 
at another Body’s Colt ; yet never had the 
Gratitude to give any Mana Dinner, but you 
wilh'd every Morfel he Eat might Choak him. 
In fhort, you are penunous in every thing, 
unworthy of any thing, and good for no- 
thing, ; baying no other Hopes left you to fave 
bee from the Devil, but what you build upon 

queathing, when you Die, your adl-got 
Wealth to Charitable Ufes, 
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To the Dutchefs of B----. on her 


remaining in the Country this 


Winter. By Dr. Gartb. 


—_ 


Cre, Rural Conquefts, and fet free your Swains ; 

To Dryads leave the Groves, to Nymphs the 
Plains. 

In penfive Dales alone let Eccho dwell, 

And each fad Sigh fhe hears, with Sorrow tell. 

Flafte, let your Eyes at (*) Kent's Pavilion [bine; 

It wants a Stars, and then the Work’s Divine. 

Of late, Fame only tells of yielding Towns, 

Of Captive Generals, and protetted Crowns : 

Of purchas’d Laurels, and of Battels won, 

Lines forc'd, States vanguifh'd Provinces o'er ra 


And all Alcide’s Labours fumm'd in One. 


The Brave muft to the Fair now yield the Prize, 
And Englith Arms fubmit to Englith Eyes 
In which bright Lift, among the fir} yon rand, 
Tho’ each a Goddefs, or a Sunderland ! 


(*) A Gallery the Earl of Kent hath built 
at St. Fames's. 
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6 I, tho’ fprun Northern Climet; 
AN ee in  aghapom for Crimes : 
Bury d before 'm Born, I rife to Light, 

Wich manghd Limbs,no Hands,no Eyes for Sets 
Lad my Connery, but not fafe in Flight. 2 
Trembling thre’ Pirates,Scorms,and Waves cOnUey a, 
In Fain Augaita’s Walls, 1 feek for id 5 
There to ber Gods I ftately Temples raife, 
And court her Gtizensa 5 he and ways; 
Vile cach Houfe, and wherefoe er 1 Z0 
I Brew, 1 Cook, 1 all the gry 40: 
Yet neither Service, nor my Exile State, 
Can Pity mive, or skreen me fgom their 
Lintimely Death I meet where ere 1 come, 
Bleffing the Hands whence I receive my Doom. 
in Dungeon dark Imprifon'd firff Ihe, 
And thin in Iron-Cage, like Bajazet, / Die. 


rm — |} 


On the Duke of Marlborough's Glor!- 


ous Victory at Bleimbeim. 


I. 
Com let a cheerful Gigs go round. 
To England’s Great Retriever ; 
Let all our Cares tn this be Drown a ; 
Curfe on the merge ' ; 
Pale Envy yields to his Defert, 
United Wh--- and To---- 
Are both agreed to bear a Part 
Jn Ecchoing of his . ; 
England's below’'d Germanicus, 
Bavania's Scourge and Raine ; 
Who came, who faw, who conquer 'd thas 
Great Cxfar’s Steps pepe: 


Worthy of all we can befow, 
Di/tinguifht by her Favour, 

70 whom we all our Bleffings owe, 
Next to the Gods that gave her. 





Hue. 
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On the fame, Viz. 


4 A/ Hen the Proud Gaul invaded infant Rome, 
VY And Maulius fearce fecur'd the Royal Dome; 

Camillus only con’d preferve its Fall, 

And fv'd is Comntry from th’ infulting Gaul. 

When nan Ag ain the fame more pow rful Foe 

T hreaten’d the Empire with new Scenes of Woe, 
Frigtted itt Eagles, funkits Aged Heat 

Beyond the Pow'r of Mazkty Eugene’s Aid. 

Ci urchill alone mainsain’d the fnking State, 
And jav d it from its near impending Fate. 

Heil! Lappy Roman Empire! fill fecure, 
Linfhaken (ill as now miay | thou endure. 

7 tent hajt Out-brav'd the utmoft Gallick Rage, 
Cannllus ble thy Youth, aad Churchill dowbly 

bie thy Age. 


bad 
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Upon feeing a Lady Embroider. 


A Sin teat Webb Amynta trys 
From Narure’s felt, towin the Prize ; 
On ker jc*t Limbs [he meens to wear 


The Lleoming Work her Hands prepare. 
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Thole Silken Sprigs already Jo0w 5 — 
When to her Fat Wajte thes cleave, ; 
Their Sweetnefs too theyll foon recerves 
Yet range! the Fair One wld inciine; 
With fucb prepoft rous Skill, to [bine 

In a and Flowers ch, 
Whilf Ice anid Winter s in her be i. 2 
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Upon a Lady’s Effigie in Wax. 
Hat Bloom, thofe Features, and that ir, 
T Which kere adorn the Lifelefs Fair ; 
Pigmialion-tke, I'd wifh to fee 
On fomething more than Imag’ry. 
Of all the Gifts excelling Art, 
Or bounteous Nature, can impart ; 
This Wax is all] would defire, 
Could it but melt before my Fire. 


———, 





To a dull Writer of Epitaphs. 


G*f [bould have turn’d thee to a Stone, 
Ere thon had’ learnt to write on one 3 
For fince Apollo’s not thy Friend, 

Like Niobe’s, fhould be thy End, 
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On a Prifoner in Newgate. 


| De Prijoner, whom Fate has hither fent, 
Here Heian has found thee Leifare to Repent. 
What tho’ withont a Crime thon art confin'd, 
Here thou may’ft call thy former Crimes to mind. 
O’re all thy Paffions, tience pid evail, 
Unlefs the Mind’s confin’d, the World’s a Goal 
But if the Conqne/t of thy Thoaght’is clear, 

Thou may’? enjoy a perfect Freedom hére. 
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On Phillis. 
. + Phillis, Fools and Men of Wit refort, 

_ To Phillis e’ery Mortal makes his Court : 
Phillis the Burning-Glafs of Love is grown, 
Where all the featter'd Beams of Luft in Town, — 
By fome new Magick, meet in ber alone. 

The Schollar, Painter, Fuftice of the Peace, 
Mufician, Poet, Rakes of all Degrees, 

From Man of War, to that 0 Benefice. 

So have I feen, when Fancy goes to Heat, 

A Crowd of various Curs infeft the Street. 

The faithful Maftift, to bis Adafter true 

The Ev’ ning Lurcher, with the Tumbler too : 
The Grey-Hound has a grudging to be at her, 
And Spannels of all forts, from Land’ to Water. 
Each loving Whelp does ftrange Emotions feel, 
And for ber fake, ose White-Foot guits his Wheel ; 
Pleas'd with the Parts thar fteem from ¢ ery Pore, 
Synff up the fav'ury Scent, and pifs azainft the Doar. 


Advertifements. 


*L* The Four Ages of England : Or,the Iron 
Age. With other Select Poems. ‘Written 
by Mr. +4. Cowley. Sold by B. Bragg. 

*}* There is now Publithed the Originat 
Lancafbire Horn-Pipes, with the Divifion to 
cach; being the firft of that kind ever Print- 
ed. Sold by Hen. Playford, at his’ Shop in the 
Temple-Exchange, Fleet-/treet. Price Stitcht one 
Shilling; where the Orginal Scorch Tanes may 
be had, Price Stitcht Six Pence. 

*1* Apollo's Feaft ; or, Wit’s Entertainment, the 
fecond Edition, Sold by 'B. Bragg. Price Bound 
Th 6d. 
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London, Peinted: And Sold by BrBragg, at the Blue Ball in AuemaryLane, 1704, _ 


